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used as much of it as possible while we walked home.
The afternoon was late and I had not eaten anything
at all since sunrise, yet it was delightful to realize that
the purpose of pilgrimage had been carried through.
All the household received me like the proverbial con-
quering hero.    Numerous black slaves rushed up and
kissed my hand when I entered.    In the courtyard
dozens of entire strangers were lounging.    They rose
from their cushions and mobbed me, forming a kind of
queue to make their embraces.    Four or five other
Matofs, also in the employ of the Shereefah Zain Wallie,
complimented   Mahomed   Salie   on   his   distinguished
customer (meaning me) and then I was asked to attend
a dinner organized in my honour.    In a large room a
table about eighteen inches high had been laid by the
domestics who now started to carry in trays and trays
of   delicately   cooked   dishes,   particularly   of   stuffed
poultry and fruit.   Slaves washed our hands before we
started and offered me the platters first.   Nearly all the
bearded men invited were Syeds.   Meccans deem them
very snobbish, since none may marry anybody except
another descendant of the Prophet; so their presence
was a considerable compliment to Hedley Churchward.
Looking at the faces around the table, I again realized
the ignorance of European artists who draw pictures
for Oriental tales.   According to the Koran the length
of the beard must not be more than the wearer's fist,
held against his chin,  can clutch.    Yet in English,
German,  French and other Western books one con-
stantly  finds  sultans,  Viziers,  dervishes,  in fact  all